,be Fighting
Chance.

Continued From Page 2.

enler take Howara Quarrier!”
“Amen! Come on, race.”
She gathered bridle. “Do you sup-
Stephen 8iward {8 going to make
trouble 7"’

“How can he unless she helps him?
Nonsense! All's well with Siward and
Sylvia. Shall we gallop?’

All was vory well with Siward and
Sylvia. They had passed the rabbit
prier country scathless, with two black
mallard, a jack snipe and a rabblt to
the credit of their score, anud were now
advancing through that dimly lit en-
chanted land of tall gray alders where
in the sudden twilight of the leaves
woodcock after woodcock fluttered up-
ward twittering, only to stop and drop,
transformea at the viclous crack of
Siward's gun to fluffy balls of feather
whirling earthward from mldair.

Sagamore came galloping back with
a soft, unsoifled mass of chestnut and
brown feathers in his mouth. Siward
took the dead cock, passed It back to
the keeper who followed them, patted
the beautiful, eager dog and signaled
him forward once more.

“You should have fired that time,”
he said to Sylvia—‘“that is, if you care
to kil anything.”

¥But I don't seem to be able to,” she
gsald. “It i'n't a bit llke shooting at
clay targets. The twittering whir
takes me by surprise—it's all so charm-
ingly sudden—and my heart seems to
stop In one beat, and I look and look,
and then, whisk, and woodcock is
gone, leaving me breathless.”

Her volice ceased. The white setter,
cutting up his ground ahead, had stop
ped, rigid, one leg raised, jaws quiver
ing and locking alternately.

“Isn’t that a stunning pleture?” said
Siward in a low voice. “What a beau-
ty he is—like a statue In white and
blue veined marble. You may talk,
Miss Landis; .woodcock don’'t flush at
the sound of the human voice as grouse
“.l'

“See his brown eyes roll back at us’'
He wonders why we don't do some-
thing!” whispered the girl. “Look, Mr
Siward! Now his head is moving, oh,
g0 graduaily to the left!"

“The bird is moving on the ground,”
nodded Siward. “Now the bird has
stopped.”

“I do wish I could see a woodcock
on the ground,” she breathed. “Do
you think we might by any chance?”

Bilward nniselessly sank to his knees
and crouched, keen eyes minutely busy
among the shadowy browns and grays
of wet earth and withered leaf, and
after awhile cautiously he signaled
the girl to kneel beside him and stretch
ed out one arm, forefinger extended

“Sight straight along my arm,” he
sald, “as though it were a rifle barrel.”

Her soft cheek rested against
shoulder, a stray strand of shining hair
brushing his face.

“Under that bunch of fern,” he whis-
pered, “just the color of the dead
leaves. Do you see? Don't you see
that big woodcock squatted flat, bill
pointed straight out and resting on the
leaves?"’

After a long while she saw suddenly,
and an exaulsite little shock tightened

- PRONOUNCED HIS
. CASE INCURABLE

| Whole Body Raw with Eczema—
Life was Intolerable—Was Even
Incased in Plaster—Discharged
from Hospitals as Hopeless.

SUFFERED 14 YEARS
CURED BY CUTICURA

“From the age of three months until
years old, my son Owen's life
was made intoler-
able by eczema in
its worst form, He
was all right until
a rash broke
out on his fore-
head, but we were
not alarmed at first,
Very soon, however,
the rash began to
spread over head
and shoulders, and
it caused him t
discomfort. I k
to a doctor and tried half a dozen
treatments, all with the same
no improvement at all. The
disease gradually spread until nearly
part of his body was quite raw.
ad to strap him down in bed, for
used to tear himself dreadfully in
sleep. The agony he went through
is quite beyond words. No one thought
we. would, rear him. The regimental
doctor, a very clever man, pronounced
y case hopeless; at least, he said the
y hope was that he might, if he
lived lon enous , outgrow it to some
extent. e had him in hospitals four
and he was pronounced one of
the worst cases, if not the worst, ever
admitted. From each he was dis-
charged as incurable; in fact he got
worse under the successive treatments.
At one hospital they incased him in
laster, and this seemed to aggravate
soreness terribly, He looked so
' badlij:bat no one liked to go near him
. and life was a burden to him. We
kep%::iylng remedy after remedy, but
we got almost past hoping for a

cure. Six months ago we purc
a set of Cuticura Soap, Ointment, and
Resolvent Pills and rsevered with
them. The result was truly marvelous
and to-day he is perfectly cured, his skin
not having a blemish on it anywhere.
Mrs, Lily Hedge, 51, Vaughan Road,
\arbour Lane, Camblewell Green,

., Jan, 12, 1907."

to nearest depot for free Cuti-
on Treatment of Skin Diseases.

his ;

her fingers on Siward’s extended arm
“Oh, the feathered miracle!” she
whispered. “The wonder of its clever-
ness to hide like
that! You look
and look and
stare, seeing It
all the while nnd
notknowlingthat
you see it, Then
In a flash it is
there, meotion-
less, a brown
shaped shadow
among shadows,
The dear Ilittle
thing! Mr. Si-
ward, do you
think — are yov
gotug to"—
“No, I
shoot it."”
“Thank you.
Might I sit here
a moment to

“No, I won't shoot it.”’ wateh 1t7”

She seated herself soundlessly among
the dead leaves. He sank into place
beside her, laying his gun aside.

“Rather rough on the dog,” he said,
with a grimace.

“I know, It is very good of you, Mr.
Siward, to do this for my pleasure.
Oh—h! Do you see? Oh, the little
beauty!"”

The woodecock had risen, plumage
puffed out, strutting with wings bowed
and tall spread, facing the dog. The
sudden pygmy deflance thrilled her
“Brave, brave!" she exclalmed, en
raptured, but at the sound of her voice
the bird crouched Ilke a flash, large
dark liguld eyes shining, long bill
pointed straight toward them,

“He'll iy the way his bill points,
sald Stward, “Wateh!"”

He rose. Nhe sprang lightly to ner

won't

feet. There came a whirring flutter, a

twittering shower of sweet notes, soft
wings beating almost in their very
faces, a distant shadow against the
sky, and the woodcock was gone.

Quieting the astounded dog, gun
cradled in the hollow of his left arm,
he turned to the girl beside him. “That
sort of thing wins no cups,” he said.

“It wins something else, Mr. Si-
ward—my very warm regard for you.”

“There Is no choice between that and
the Shotover cup,” he admitted, con-
sidering her.

“I—do you mean it?”

“Of course I do!"”

“Then you are much nicer than I
thought you. And, after all, if the
price of a cup Is the life of that brave
little bird I had rather shoot clay
pigeons. Now you will scorn me, 1
suppose. Begin!"”

“My ildeal woman has never been a
life taker,”” he said coolly.
when I was a boy there was a girl,
very lovely, my first sweetheart. I

saw her at the traps once just after

she had killed her seventh pigeon
straight, ‘pulling it down' from oveor-
head, you know, very clever. The lit-
tle thing was breathing on the grass,
and it made sounds" He shrugged
and walked on.
ty-first bird straight.
some cup too.”

And after a silence, “So you didn't
love her any more, Mr. Siward?”’
mockingly sweet.

They laughed, and at the sound of
laughter the tall stemmed alders echo-
ed with the rushing roar of a cock
grouse thundering skyward. Crack!
Crack! Whirling over and over through
a cloud of floating feathers, a heavy
weight struck the springy earth. There
lay the big mottled bird, splendid silky
ruffs spread, dead eyes closing, a sin-
gle tiny erimson bead twinkling like a
ruby on the gaping beak.

“Dead!” said Siward to the dog who
had dropped to shot. “Fetch!” And,
signaling the boy behind, he relieved
the dog of his burden and tossed the
dead weight of rufiled plumage to-
ward him,
and as the empty shells flew rattling
backward slipped in fresh cartridges,
locked the barrels and walked for-
ward, the flush of excitement still
staining his sunburned face.

“You deal death mercifully,” sald
the girl in a low volce. *I wonder
what your cl-devant sweetheart would
think of you.”

“A bungler had better stick to the
traps,” he assented, ignoriang the bad!-
nage.

“I am wondering,” she sald thought-
fully, “what I think of men who kill."

He turned sharply, hesitated, shrug-
ged. “Wild things' lives are brief -t
best—fox or flylng tick, wet nests or
mink, owl, hawk, weasel or man. But
the death man deals {8 the most mer-
ciful. Besides,” he added, laughing,
“ours is not a case of sweethearts.”

“My argument is purely in the ab-
stract, Mr. Silward. I am asking you
whether the death men deal is more
justifiable than a woman's gift of
death.”

“Oh, well, life taking, the giving of
life—there can be only one answer to
the mystery, and I don’t know it,” he
replied, smiling.

“I do.”

“Tell me, then, he sald,” still amused.

They had" passed swale after swale
of silver b.rches, walst deep in per-
fumed fern and brake. The big tim-
ber lay before them. She moved for-
ward, light gun swung easily across
her leather padded shoulder, and on
the wood's sunny edge she seated her-
self, stralght young back against a
giant pine, gun balanced across her
flattened knees.

“You are feeling the pace a little,”
he said, coming up and standing in
front of her.

“The pace? No, Mr, Slward.”

She sat, bright head pillowed in her
arms, idly attentive to his low running
comment on beast and bird and tree,
on forest stillness and forest sounds,
on life and the wild laws of life aud
death governing the great out wo |
'twixt sky and earth.

Somewhere in the woodland world

It was a hand-

the crows were holding i NOISY ses-
sion, and she told him that was the
jury debating the degree of his gullt in
killing the birds.

“Because you're gullty, of course,”
she continved. *“I wonder what your
sentence is to be?”

“I'll leave It to you,” he suggested
lazily.

“Suppose I sentenced you to slay no
more 7"’

“Oh,'I'd sppeal”—

“No use. I am the tribunal of last
resort.”

“Then I throw myself upen the mer-
cy of the court.”

“You do well, Mr. Siward. This
ecourt & very merciful. How much do
you eare for bird murder? Very much?
Is there anything you care for morn?
Yes? And could this court grant it lo
you in compensation?”

He sald .eliberately, roused by the
level challenge of her gaze, ‘“The court
is incompetent to compensate the pris-
oner or offer any compromise.”

“Why, Mr. Siward ?”

‘“Because the court herself is already
compromised in her future engage-
ments.”

“But what has my
do with”—

“You offered compensation for de-
priving me my shooting. There
could be only one adequate compensa-
tion.”

“And that?" she asked, coolly enough.

“Your continual companionship.”

“But you have it, Mr. Siward.”

“l have it for a day. The season
lasts three months, vou know."

“And you and I are to play a con-
tinuous vaudeville for three months?
1s that your offer?”

“Partly.”

“Then one day with me is not wortn
those many days of murder?” she ask-
ed in pretended astonishment

“Ask yourself why those many days
would be doubly empty,” he sald, so
seriously that the pointless game be
gan to confuse her

“Then"'~—she turned lightly from un
certain ground—"then perhaps we had
better be about that matter of the cup
you prize so highly. Are you ready,
Mr. Siward? There much to be
killed yet, including time, you know."”

“l am not sure,” he reflected, *just
exactly what I should ask of you If
you insist on taking away''—he turned
and looked about him through
burnt gold foliage—"if you took away
all this out of my life.”

“I shall not take it, because 1 have
nothing in exchange to offer, you say,"”
she answered imprudently.

“1 did not say s0,”" he retorted.

engagement to

of

is

“Once |

“She killed her twe:n- |

Then he broke his gun.)

the
con

“You did, reminding me that
court already engaged for a
tinuous performance.”

“Was it necessary to remind you?’
| he asked, with deliberate malice.

She flushed up, vexed, silent, then
looked directly at him with beautiful
| hostile eves. “What do you mean, Mr.
| Siward? Are you taking our harm-
| less, idle badinage as warrant for an
| intimaey unwarranted?”’

‘ “Have 1 offended?’ he asked,

| impassively that a flash of resentment
brought her to her feet, angry and self
possessed

is

80

‘ “How far have we to go?" she asked

‘ quietly.

He rose to his feet, turned, hailing
the keeper, repeating the question, And
at the answer they both started for-
ward, the dog ranging ahead through
a dense growth of beech and chestnut,
over a high brown ridge, then down,
always down along a leafy ravine to
the water's edge—a forest pond set in
the gorgeous foiluge of ripening maples.
[ “I don’t see,” sald Sylvia impatient-
|1y, “how we are going to obey instruc
[ tions and go straight ahead. There
| must be a stupid boat somewhere!”

But the game laden keeper shook his
! head, pulled up his hip boots, and
| pointed out a Hne of alder poles set in
the water to mark a crossing.

“Am I expented to wade?"' asked the

rl anxiously,

“This here,” observed the keeper, “is
one of the most
sportin’ courses
on the estate.
Last season I

P

go through it
deer—the young
lady, sir, that

took last sea-

explanation to
Siward, who
stood doubtfully
at the water's
edge, looking
back at Sylvia.
Raising her dis.
mayed eyes she
encountered his;
there was a lit-
tle laugh be-
Bearing the girl be- tween them. She
tween them, they stepped daintlly
waded out. across the stones
to the water's edge, Instinctively gath-
ering her kilts in one hand.

“Miles and I could chair you over,”
suggested Siward.

“Is that fair—under the rules?”’

“Oh, yes, miss, as long as you go
straight,” sald the keeper,

So they laid aside the guns and the
guide’s gamesack, and formed a chair
with their hands, and, bearing the girl
between them, they waded out along
the driven alder stakes, knee deep in
brown water,

Her arm, lightly resting around his
neck, tightened a trifle as the water
rose to his thighs; then the faint pres-
sure relaxed as they thrashed shore-
ward through the shallows, ankle deep
once more, and landed among the dry
reeds on the farther bank.

Miles, the keeper, went back for the
guns. Slward stamped about In the
sun, shaking the drops from water-
proof breeches and gaiters, only to be
half drenched again when Sagamore
shook himeself vigorously.

the |

seen Miss l'a;u‘f

like a scared

son’'s cup” —in|

“l suppose,” sald- Syivia, lvoNng
pideways at Siwapd, “your contampt
for my sporting accomplishments has
not decreased. I'm sorry. [ domw’t
Hke to walk In wet shoes even to galn
your approval.”

And as the keeper came splashing
across the shallows: “Miles, you may
carry my gun. I shall not need it any
longer.”

The upward roar of a bevy of grouse
drowned her volce. Poor Sagamore,
pointing madly In the blackberry thick-
et all unperceived, cast a dismayed
glance aloft where the sunlit alr quiv-
ered under the winnowing rush of
heavy wings. Slward flung up his
gun, beading a blg quartering bird
Steadily the glittering barrels swept
in the arc of fire, hesitated, wavered,
then the posgibility passed. The young
fellow lowered the gun slowly, grave-
ly, stood a moment motionless with
bent head until the rising color in his
face had faded.

And that was all for awhile. The
astonished and disgusted keeper stared
into the thicket. The dog lay qulver-
ing, impatient for signal. Sylvia’'s
heart, which had seemed to stop with
her volce, silenced In the gusty thun-
der of heavy wings, began beating too
fast. For the ringlng crack of a gun
shot could have spoken no louder to
her than the glittering silence of the

about her,

a

sounded now
made something trifle more
mere amends for his rudeness.
was overdoing everything a little.

He stood on the thicket's edge, ab
sently unloading the weapon, scarcely
understanding what he had done and
what he had not done.

A moment later a
across the uplands, and against
sky flgures moved distantly.

“Alderdene and Marion Page”

than

siwdra. -1 peuneve we lunch yonder,
1o we not, Miles?"”

They climbed the hill in silence, ar-
riving after a few minutes to find oth-
ers already at luncheon—the Iage
boys, eager, enthusiastic, recounting
adventure by food and field;
Bonnesdel, tired and frankly bored and
decorated with more than her share of

| mud; Elleen Shannon, very pretty, very

effective, baving done more execution |

with her than with the dainty
fowling piece beside her,

Marion Page nodded

eyes

to Sylvia and

Siward with a crisp, businesslike ques- |

tion or two, then went over to inspect
thelr bag, nodding approbation as
Miles laid the gawe on the grass.

“Eight full

“We have &ive and an odd cock pheasant

| —from Black Fells, I suppose. The
people to our left have been blazing
| away like Coney Island, but Rena’s
guide says the ferus arve full of rab
bits that and Major Belwether
fcan’'t hit fur atoot. You,”
frankly to Siward, “ought to take the
cup. The birches ahead of you are
full of woodecock. If you don't How-
ard Quarrier will, He's into a flight of
jack snipe, 1 hear.”

Siward's eyes had suddenly narrow
ed; then laughed, patting Saga
more's cheeks, “l1 don't believe I shall
shoot very steadily this afternoon,” he

"sald, turning toward the group at
luncheon under the trees. *“I wish
Quarrier well with the cup.”

“Nonsense!” sald Marion I’age curt-
ly. “You are the cleanest shot | ever
knew." And she ralsed her glass to
him frankly and emp®ed it with the
precision characteristic of her: “Your
cup! With all my heart!”

“I also drink to your success, Mr, Si-
ward,” said Sylvia in a low voice, lift-
ing her champagne glass in the sun-
light. “To the Shotover cup—if you
wish {t.”

In the little gust of hand clapping
and laughter he turned again to Sylvia
smilingly, saying under his breath,
“As though winning the cup would

| compensate me now for losing it!"”

She leaned involuntarily nearer, “You
mean that you will not try for it?”

“Yes."

“That is not fair to me!”

“Why not?”

brace,” she commented.

wuy,

she

he

{ you.”

“You need not, now that I know your
wish.”

“Mr, Siward, [—my—wish''—

But she had no chance to finish. Al-
ready Rena Bonnesdel was looking at
them, and there was a hint of amused
surprise in Elleen Shannon’'s mischle-
vous eyes, averted instantly, with ma-
liclous ostentation.

Then Marion Page took possession of
him so exclusively, so calmly, that
something in her cool certainty vague-
ly irritated Sylvia, who had never liked
her. Besides, the girl showed too plain-
ly her indifference to other people,
which other people seldom find amus-
ing.

“Stephen,” called out Alderdene anx-
fously counting the web loops in his
khaki vest, “what do you call fair
shooting at these ruffed grouse? You
needn’t be civil about it, you know.”

“Five shells to a bird is good shoot-
ing, answered Siward. “Don't you
think so, Miss Page?”

“You have a better score, Mr. Si-
ward,” said Marion Page, with a hos-
tile glance at Alderdene, who had not
| made good.
{ had turned her tailor made back to the
| company and was instructing his crest-
| fallen lordship very plainly: “You fire

too quickly, Blinky. Two seconds Is

what you must count when a grouse
flushes. You must say, ‘Mark, right,’
or ‘Mark, left, bang!"”
And so the luncheon party, lord and
' lady, twins and maldens, guides and
dogs, trailed away across the ridge,
' distant silhouettes presently against
the sky, then gone. And after a little
| while the far dry, accentless report
| of smokeless powder announced that
the opening of the season had been r¢
| sumed and the birds were dying fast
’ = tha elary of 8 nerfeet dav

|
|
!
!
|
|

suspended barrels nor any promise of |
his voice sound as the startled stillness |
for he had |

He |

far hail sounded |
the I

gaid |

Rena |

added |

“Are you ready, Mr. Miwarar: pue
stood walting for him at the edge of
the thicket. Miles resumed his game
sack and her fowling plece. The dog
came up, looking him anxiously In the
eyes,

80 he walked forward beslde her |
into the dappled light of the thicket.

Within a few minutes the dog stood
twice, and twice the whirring twitte. l
of woodcock startled her, echoed by |
the futile crack of his gun.

“Beg pardon, sir.” |

“Yes, Miles,” with a glint of humor.

“Ovemhot sir, excusin’ the liberty, !
Mr. Siwara. DBoth marked down forty |
yard to the left If you wish to start |
'em agaln.”

“Miles,” he said, “my nerve Is gone
Such things happen., I'm all in. Come
over here, my friend, and look at the
sun with me."”

The discomfited keeper obeyed. [
“Where ought that refulgent lumti
nary to scintillate when I face Osprey I
Ledge?" ‘

“Sir?™

“The sun. How do I hold it?” ‘

“On the p'Int of your right shoulder ‘
sir. You ain't quittin’, Mr. Slward, |
sir!” anxiously ‘““That Shotover cup |
is easy yours, sir!"” eagerly. “Wot's ¢ |
miss on a old drummer, Mr. Siward” |
| Wot's twice overshootin’ cock,
| when a blind dropper can see you arg |

the cleanest, fastest, hard shootin' shot !
in the hull county?” |

But Siward shook his head, with ¢ |
absent glance at the dog, and motione 7
the astonished keeper forward. ‘
: “Line trail for us,” h
| sald. “I think we are already a trifl~
| tired, Twigs will do in short cove

Use a hatchet in the hig timber. And
| g slow till we join you.” |

And when the unwilling and pe:
plexed keeper had started, Siward, u
{ locking his gun, drew out the swmooth
vellow cartridges and pocketed thewmn

Sylvia looked up as the sharp metal

8"

the easiest

fn the silence

“Mr, Siward!” In quick displeasure

“Yes 2"

“What you do for your amusements
cannot concern me."”

“Right, a2s usual,” he sald, so gayl)
that a reluctant smile trembled on her
| lips,

“Then why have you done this? It is
unreasonable if you don't feel as I do
about killii things that are having a
good time the world.”

He stood ~ilent, absently looking at
| the fowling cradled in his left
srm, *“Shal
talk it ovel

Her blue gaze
smile

“If you are
we
Ledge,”
what reason
together, )\ iward?"”

Awaiting hi nment, perhaps ex
pecting a counter proposition, she lean
ed against the which he
stood, and after awhile, as his absent
minded preoccupation continued
} “Do think the are

enough to sit on?"

|
| lic click of the locked breech rang out
|

in
plece
he suggested listlessly
swept him

ltli.“ll.
determined not

was indifferently
to shoot
might

start ftor

“Otherwise,

Ospre)
she suggested

there for our being here
el

tree beside

you leaves dry
He slipped off his shooting coat and
placed it at the base of the tree. She
seated herself, and, as he continued to
remaln standing, she stripped off her
shooting gloves and glanced up at him
Ingniringly. *“Well, Mr. Siward, I am
literally at your feet."”
“Which redresses the balance a lit
tle,” he said, finding a place near her
He sat there, chin propped on his
linked fingers, elbows on knees and,
though there was always the hint of a
smite in his pleasant eyes, always the
indefinable charm of breeding in volce
and attitude, something now was lack
ing. And after a moment she con-
cluded that it was his attention. Cer-
talnly his wits were woolgathering
again, His eyes, edged with the shad-
ow of a smile, saw far beyvond her, far
beyond the sunlit shadows where they
sat,
In his preoccupation she had found
’hlm negatively attractive. She glanced
at him now from time to time, her
| eyes returning always to the beauty of
| the subdued light where all about them

“Because—because I do not ask it of  silver stemmed birches clustered like

‘ slim shining pillars crowned with their

autumn canopy of crumpled gold.

“Enchantment!” she sald under her
{breath. “Surely an enchanted sleeper

lles here somewhere.”

“You,” he observed, “unawakened.”

“Asleep? 17" She looked around at
| him., “You are the dreamer here. Your
eyes are full of dreaming even now.
What 18 your desire?”

He leaned on one arm, watching her.
She had dropped her ungloved hand,
searching among the newly fallen gold
of the birch leaves drifted into heaps.
On the third finger a jewel glittered.
He saw It, consclous of its meaning,
but his eyes followed the hand idly
heaping up autumn gold—a white slim
hand, smoothly fascinating. Then the
little restless hand swept near to his,
almost touching It, and then Iinstinc-
| tively he took it in his own curiously,
lifting it a little to consider its nearer
loveliness. Perhaps it was the unex-
pectedness of it, perhaps it was sheer
amazement, that left her hand lying
idly relaxed like a white petaled blos
som in his.

After a little while the consciousness

Impatient to start, she |

|

of the contact disconcerted her. She
withdrew her fingers, with an invol- |
untary shiver,
“Is there no
Landis ?”

chance for me, Miss

The very revulsion of self possession |

returning chilled her; then anger came
quick .and hot; then pride. She delib-
erated, choosing her words coolly
enough, “What chance do you mean,
Mr, Siward?”’

“A fighting chance. Can you give it
to me?”

“A fighting chance?
very low, very dangerous,

“For you.”

Then in spite of her her senses be-
aame unstaady. A sudden ringing con-

For what?”

| it always.

| me so little

| you?

| meant

we sit here a moment and |

His vague |

rusion seemed to deafen bher, through
which his volece, as if very far away,
sounded agaln:

“Men who are worth a fighting
chance ask for it sometimes, but take
I take it."”

Her pallor faded under the flood of
bright color. The blue of her eyes
darkened ominously to velvet,

“Mr. Stward,” she sald very dis
tinctly and slowly, “I am not—even—
sorry—for you.”

“Then my chance Is desperate in-
deed,” he retorted coolly.

“Chance! Do you imagme”—
anger choked her.

“Are you not a lttle hard?" he said,
paling under his tan. “I suppose wo-
men dismissed men more gently—even,
such a man as I am.”

For a full minute she strove to com-
prehend

“Such a man as you!” she repeated
vaguely. “You mean'— A crimson wave
dyed her skin to the temples, and she
leaned toward him In horror stricken
contrition, *“I didn’'t mean that, Mr.
Stward! 1I—I never thought of that!
It had no weight. It was not in my
thoughts. I meant only that you had
assumed what Is unwarranted—that
you — your question humiliated me,
knowing that I am engaged—knowing
so"

“Yes, I knew everything. Ask your-
self why I rvisk everything to say this to
Therr can be only one answer.”

Then, after a long sllence, “Have |
ever,” she began tremblingly—*ever
by word or look"—

“No."

“Have I even"”

“No. I've simply discovered how I
feel That's what | was dreaming
about when you asked me. I wes
afrald I might do this too soon, but ¥
to do it anyway before it be-
| came too late.”

“It was too late from the very mo-

ment we met, Mr. Siward.” And, as
| he reddened painfully again, she added

guickly, “1 mean that I had already
decided.”
| And, as he said nothing: “You were
'a little rough, a little sudden with me,
| Mr, Siward. Men have asked me that
question—several times, but never so
| moon, so unreasonably soon — never
| without some prellminary of some sort,
iln that I could foresee—be more or less
| prepared. But you gave me no warn-
|ing. I—if you had I would have
known how to be gentle, I—1 wish to
be now."”
Still he
listlessly
mg
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sponsibilities now, Mr I shall
expect vou to spend the greater part
of your life in devotedly doing things
| for me I am now privileged
to worry you advice. Oh, you

have Invested with all sorts of
powers now!"

He nodded

She sprang to her feet, flushed, smil-
ing. a trifle excited

“Is it all over, and are we the very
ideals of friends?”’ she asked.

“The very ideals.”

“You are nice!” she sald impulsively,
holding out both gloveless hands. He
| held them, she looking at him very
sweetly, confidently. “And yon
are content?’ persuaslvely.

“Of course not,” he said.

“Then I am sorry for you, Look at
that!” turning her left hand in his so
that the jewel on the third finger
caught the light.

“1 see 1t."

“And yet"—

“And yet.”

“That,” she observed, with compo-
sure, “is sheer obstinacy. How can you
really care for me? Do you actually
belleve that devotion comes like that?"

“Exactly like that.”

“80 suddenly ? It I8 impossible!’ with
a twist of her pretty shoulders.

“How did It come to you?’ he asked
between his teeth,

Then her face grew scarlet, and her
eyes grew dark, and her hands con-
tracted in his—
tightened,
twisted fingers
entangled, un-
til, with a little
sob, she sway-
ed toward him,
and he caught
her. An instant,
a minute—more
perhaps she did
not know-—she
half lay in his
arms, her un-
taught lipsclose
against his.
Lassitude, faint
consciousness,
then tiny shock
on shock came
the burning re-
vulsion, and her
volce came
back, too,
her, a oolorles.,
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She swayed toward
him, and he caught
her

sounding strangely to
monotonous volce.

He had freed her, BShe remembered
that somebody had asked him to—per-
haps herself, That was well She
needed to I'reathe, to summon strength
and common sense, find out what had
been done, what reasonless
she had committed in the half light of

Continued Next Week,




